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cAs her lover I would defend her against violence or
coercion j but as she has inspired your excellency with such
a lively interest, I bow to fate. If she chooses to return with
you, I shall not oppose her so doing.5
"Then let us consider the matter settled. I beg you to
dine with us to-morrow; I will find an opportunity of pre-
senting Marcolina to her real uncle/
We went, Marcolina as sprightly as ever. A few moments
before dinner was announced, the butler came and presented
Signer Querini with his spectacles on a silver tray. Marco-
lina fixed an astonished gaze on him, and exclaimed—
cMy uncle!5
*My dear niece!'
She flung herself into his arms and played her little scene
admirably.
cYou will tell me of Venice,' she said. CI arn so glad to
see you, and you see I am happy. But where*were you the
other day?'
'Here.'
cAnd you did not recognise me r'
'Yes, I did j but your other uncle, who is here now	'
cMy dear cousin,' said I, laughing, 'let us shake hands
and recognise each other. Marcolina, I congratulate you on
having such a nice uncle.'
CO happy hour! * exclaimed Signor Querini.
'Exquisite! exquisite!3 echoed the others.
The newly found uncle went off, and we sat down to
table. Marcolina's face wore an expression of mingled re-
gret and happiness—regret at leaving me, happiness at the
idea of going home. Later on she told Querini roundly that
much as she esteemed her Uncle Matthew, it was in his
protection and his only that she would travel to Venice. He
was afraid to compromise himself by agreeing too eagerly,
and thus endangering his pose of excessive piety.
Every one felt awkward, and looked it, but Marcolina.
It was not until dessert was put on the table by the trembling

